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  INTRODUCTION: SEX TOYS ARE EVERYWHERE


  I love sex toys, both the kinds you can find in sex shops and the kinds you can find pretty much anywhere. Because the truth is, anything can become a sex toy in the right hands, and Come Again proves that.


  In these pages, you’ll read about vibrators, butt plugs, strap-on harnesses, nipple clamps, a sex doll and even a Superman dildo. But you’ll also read about characters so smitten with sex toys they’re willing to go to great lengths to create their own, whether it’s a special bike designed to make pedaling a woman’s favorite sport (in “Bikery,” by Oliver Hollandaize) or an inflatable ball on a stick (as in “The Prototype,” by Malin James). Perhaps in the future, we’ll have sex toys like the orgasm machine being peddled in “Sex Sells,” by Adriana Ravenlust, or the Simulsphere that provides “The Cure for the Common Lay,” which Valerie Alexander so masterfully serves up.


  Sex toys are a perfect complement to a kinky relationship, offering one person the power to control how the other uses his or her toys. In “The Secret Shopper,” by Kitten Boheme, the act of shopping takes on an extremely risqué overtone, while in “Sex Kitten,” by Errica Liekos, a tail and a transgression provide the perfect entrée to a hot scene.


  Toys are a wonderful way for couples to double the fun, and that concept is taken to humorous and wonderful heights in “A Tale of Two Toys,” by Chris Komodo, in which the popularity of remote-control vibrators is celebrated. I was awed by the way Giselle Renarde detailed the romance, wonder and pleasure a Japanese sex doll brings to a couple sharing her as they expand their sexual repertoire in “Must Love Dolls.” Are Honor and Tom having a threesome with Natsuki? In their own special way, yes indeed. Dena Hankins’s “Gift” shows that you’re never too old to explore a new toy.


  Nature lovers will appreciate the ingenuity of “Vegetable Love,” by Susan St. Aubin and “Get Your Rocks Off,” by Jocelyn Dex, and I know I’ll be thinking about J. Crichton’s “Icy Bed” every time I take out ice cubes from my freezer.


  You’ll find proud toy users and those whose private pleasures wind up being exposed in stories like “Dare You To,” by Jillian Boyd, where the jangling of nipple clamp bells is a little too loud for comfort, and “In the Pink,” by Rob Rosen, in which a masturbatory moment in the office turns into some hands-on sex education.


  All of these stories celebrate sex toys for the ways they can shake up a routine, enhance an orgasm, transform an identity or simply add new delights to your sex life. Once you’re done reading, I’m pretty sure, like me, you’ll start seeing sex toys—or at least, potential sex toys—everywhere you go!


  Rachel Kramer Bussel


  Red Bank, New Jersey


  DARE YOU TO


  Jillian Boyd


  On the one hand, I was immensely aroused, my pussy throbbing and my juices moistening my panties. On the other hand, I felt like an absolute, grade-A moron.


  You would too if you’d just walked into an important presentation wearing quite possibly the noisiest pair of vibrating love balls that had ever rolled off a conveyer belt. Whoever thought they were a good idea should be fired on the spot. I whispered a little prayer that the head of Cambridge Athletics wasn’t able to hear the little silicone menaces trilling about inside me, while making a mental note to give David a solid spanking for giving me this dare on this day.


  It started out as the most innocent throwaway comment, made by me after I’d gotten back from a rather interesting night out with my brother and his mates, who were all in town for our wedding.


  “Would you go out wearing a sex toy?”


  David looked up from his book, his eyes peering at me from behind his glasses. “Define going out?”


  “My brother’s mate Greg just told me that he often wears a cock ring when he goes clubbing,” I said, crawling into the comfortable warmth of our bed and my fiancé.


  “Right. Does he know what a cock ring actually does?”


  “I’m not entirely sure. He said something about always wanting to be prepared.”


  “What, to end up in the ER and be a water-cooler anecdote the next day?”


  I chuckled, snuggling a bit closer and letting my hand slip under David’s shirt. The cluster of curly chest hair was like a magnet to my fingers, but David wasn’t budging from his book. Instead, he just frowned at me.


  “How did you end up talking about that anyway?”


  “My brother and I were discussing bachelor party favors. I suggested something cheeky, Colby said something about condoms and before I knew it, Greg and Dario were having a pretty heated debate on the best available butt plugs. It was… intriguing, let’s say that.”


  My hand caressed David’s chest, snaking its way down toward his boxers. If I could just hold his cock for a few minutes, just play with it and let off a bit of steam. But then David let out a massive yawn, which in the months leading up to this wedding had become an unfortunate code for taking a rain check on having sex.


  I sighed deeply, curling myself into the duvet and consigning myself to being spooned, with a semi poking the small of my back. I hated this. All this stress about planning a nice wedding only served to make me crave intimacy with David. I wanted him to touch me, taste me, feel me.


  “I like the idea of wearing a sex toy while I’m out,” I eventually said, apropos of nothing.


  “So you’ll always be prepared?”


  “No! I just like the illicitness of it. Going to work wearing a pearl thong, getting wet while you take notes on the projections for the next financial year and trying to hide your arousal. Sneaking into the bathroom at lunch with a little vibrator, getting off and then getting back to work. Fuck, just the thought of that turns me on. God knows, I need a bit of wedding-stress release.”


  The next evening, I came home to find a little red package on the table with a note attached to it.


  
    Would you dare? Instructions inside.


    D x


    Have fun...

  


  I peeked. In the little red package was a black finger vibrator along with a set of instructions that made me suddenly wish I could afford to call in sick tomorrow.


  The next day, at lunch, I found myself wedged into one of the ridiculously tight-spaced toilet cubes, legs spread and skirt bunched up around my waist. For such a wee vibrator, it made an almighty noise. I prayed to the God of Sex Toys that I wouldn’t get caught in flagrante delicto; not only were the walls paper thin in this building, the cubicles in the women’s room were also really fucking rickety.


  Five minutes, David had said. I had exactly five minutes to bring myself to an orgasm, or there would be a penalty when I came home that night. So I sat back and relentlessly worked my clit with that little vibrator, until my juices were dripping down my bare thighs and I shuddered into my buzzy climax.


  At five past twelve, ten minutes after I entered the room and five minutes after I took on David’s dare, I texted him a picture of my postorgasmic pussy with a message: Your turn.


  I spent the rest of the day plotting my revenge. Needless to say, when David found the little red package with the glass butt plug and the lube a few days later, he wasn’t pleased.


  The game was on.


  “Well, thank you very much for that!” I exclaimed, wobbling back to my seat in the pub. David grinned like a shark eating overpriced cannelloni. I winced as I sat back down. I was lucky it was Monday night; there were only three other people sitting down for dinner. Thank goodness, otherwise my face would have evaporated from the blush on my cheeks.


  “Did it work?”


  “Of course it didn’t! It’s the world’s smallest alley; you can’t expect me to take a good picture there.”


  “Oh, come on, it’s not that tiny.”


  “I was wedged between two trash cans! Not only that, but people can see into the damn place. I don’t want Mr. Stevenson to see me naked, no matter how much he’d want to. You better not give me a penalty for this.”


  “Hmm…” said David, stroking his chin like an evil mastermind. “I don’t know about not giving you a penalty. I mean, you didn’t complete the dare, and you know our rules.”


  “Bloody hell, David, I nearly fell into a compost heap without any clothes on!”


  “All right, all right. Let’s call this off and pretend I never dared you to take a sexy naked picture in the alley next to the pub.”


  “Thank you. I’m getting you back for this, you know.”


  “I’m prepared. Bring it on. Now, come on, your pasta’s getting cold.”


  I rolled my eyes and dug into my spaghetti. We ate in relative silence, interrupted only by more people coming in and soft music playing in the background. Then David looked up, like he’d suddenly remembered something crucial.


  “I completely forgot to tell you. The florist called today. He said he wanted both of us to come in tomorrow and approve the final centerpieces.”


  “They’re finished? I thought he said they weren’t going to be ready until after the rehearsal dinner?”


  David shrugged. “Apparently he’s finished them. Now, if they look anywhere near what we asked him to do, I’ll possibly keel over with relief.”


  “Well, what time does he want us there? I can’t get out of work until three at the earliest.”


  “He said something about four thirty, so I think we’re both good. It’s another thing we can cross off the list, if they’re actually finished.”


  “The never-ending list,” I said, sagging back in my seat and taking a sip of my drink. “We’ve still got catering, cake and my final dress fitting.”


  David groaned. “Remind me again why we were so adamant to take all of this on ourselves?”


  “Because we wanted something representative of our undying love for each other. Your words, Dave.” I giggled. He stuck his tongue out at me and went on eating. My thoughts drifted, from dresses to cake to appetizers. I couldn’t fathom our wedding being this close. I needed a distraction. I needed to play…


  And then I had an idea.


  “How do you feel about nipple clamps?”


  David dropped his fork, which told me everything I needed to know. The next dare was definitely on.


  
    KAT! YOU DIDN’T TELL ME THEY HAD


    BELLS ON!


    D

  


  David’s text came just as I got on the train, on the way to our appointment with the florist. The giggle I let out echoed in the carriage, leading to a couple of very weird looks from fellow passengers.


  
    Oops, I forgot to tell you. They have bells on.


    K x

  


  I felt like an evil sexual mastermind. Last night, as I’d rummaged through our ever-growing stash of sex toys, I’d found the perfect pair of nipple clamps for this little dare. All David had to do was to wear them to our appointment with the florist and not get noticed.


  I didn’t mention the bells, specifically so I could read that reaction.


  
    Jesus Kat, I’m on the Tube right now sounding like


    a BDSM Santa Claus. Getting looks from the tourists!


    D


    David, the tourists aren’t going to remember you at


    the end of the day!


    Kx


    If I take my coat off, you can see them through my


    shirt!


    D


    Don’t take your coat off then! Besides…the thought


    of you wearing those clamps is making me wet.


    Kx


    Really?


    D


    I’m shifting in my seat, clamping my legs together as


    we speak.


    Kx

  


  It was entirely true. The thought of David wearing nipple clamps was enough to make me squirm and try to defuse the very potent arousal building up in my pussy. I had to be careful—otherwise there would be a very noticeable wet spot on my skirt.


  
    Is it bad that they’re kind of making me a bit hard


    as well?


    D


    God, I wish we weren’t going to approve floral pieces


    right now.


    Kx


    I could tell him to fuck off and rent a hotel room


    somewhere and shag you senseless.


    D

  


  It was a tempting idea. And as the train pulled into the station, I stood up and felt the full brunt of the wetness that had pooled between my thighs. God, every fiber of my being just wanted David to push me against a wall and slide his hard, glorious cock inside my willing opening. I’d gone way past the point of caring if anyone saw.


  Nevertheless, I dutifully made my way to the florist, like a good bride-to-be, with a throbbing clit and a very wet skirt clandestinely covered by my long coat.


  The bell above the shop door signaled David’s arrival. His face was a cross between not-at-all pleased and impossibly aroused. He caught my eye and opened his coat to gesture to the very visible clamps under his shirt and the rather visible bulge in his work trousers. I repressed a little giggle as Nicolai the florist materialized.


  “Oh good, you’re both here, and on time this time. Brilliant!”


  “Yes, fortunately there wasn’t a major public transport delay which we had no control over this time around. I would have hated to encroach on your time, Nicolai,” said David, rolling his eyes. I had to give him a little nudge, but to be fair, Nicolai had been a bit of a prick to us.


  Luckily, he was a prick who couldn’t detect sarcasm if it hit him in the face with a bouquet of Dutch tulips. He led us through to the back room, where our arrangements were waiting. As we walked, I repressed another giggle; I could quite clearly hear the bells on David’s nipple clamps chiming as he walked. Nicolai turned around, obviously having heard something too.


  “Probably just the wind. Or the bell on the door. Or both,” stammered David, trying not to blush. He was fortunate to have a thick beard; otherwise he’d be as red as the roses Nicolai had used in our arrangements.


  “Right. Well, as you can see here, I’ve tried my best to follow the brief as closely as possible. Something simple but romantic, with lots of color. I know the red roses weren’t on your brief, but I saw them and I just thought they were gorgeous. I hope you don’t mind.”


  I leaned closer toward our arrangements, gesturing to David to do the same.


  “Oh, that’s all right, I can see them from here,” he said, knowing full well that if he leaned in, the bells would ring.


  “Come on, darling. Don’t you want to see the little details?”


  “I can see them from here, Kat. It’s perfectly fine.”


  But Nicolai was now tutting. “It’s all right. I get a lot of men in here who can live without seeing the little finishing touches I put in.”


  “But you’ve done so much work on these. It would be a shame if David didn’t see the little four-leaf clovers you put in for good luck. I like them a lot.”


  Nicolai beamed. “Thank you, Kat. See,” he said, gesturing to David, “she is someone with an eye for detail. I like that.”


  Reluctantly, David gave in and leaned forward, making the bells on his clamps ring. Nicolai’s head turned toward the shop entrance.


  “That’s strange. I swear I heard the door opening. Now, follow me into my office and we can get the final details polished and ready.”


  Ring-ring-ring-ring-ring. David’s face was nearly on fire from embarrassment as we followed Nicolai into his office and sat down to finalize the details for the day. To make matters worse, he had the heaters on in his office.


  “Oh, do take off your coats. You’ll melt under all that fabric!”


  I readily shrugged my coat off, not without a reminder that I still had a drying wet spot on my skirt. David brushed off Nicolai’s request.


  “That’s all right. I’m feeling rather cold, so I’d rather keep this on.”


  “Nonsense! It’s nice and warm in here. Take off your coat and we’ll just settle the bill.”


  “I’d really rather not, Nicolai.”


  “Come on, Mr. Stone. Take off your coat. I promise we won’t be long,” said Nicolai, urging him along so we could settle and leave him to his work. David groaned, but slowly shed the coat, revealing his white work shirt, dotted with two little bumps around the nipple area.


  Nicolai raised his eyebrows at the sight of David’s protruding clamps. Fortunately for my husband-to-be, he quickly went on with the business of finalizing the details. After we settled the bill, Nicolai shook David’s hand, ringing the bells yet again.


  Needless to say, my future husband was utterly mortified.


  His revenge, he promised, would be “sweeter than sweet.” He wasn’t kidding. A week after he jingled his bells at our florist appointment, I found the little red package containing the vibrating love balls. His instruction: to wear them at the presentation of my Cambridge Athletics ad campaign.


  I was, quite honestly, trembling with nerves—and arousal, but mostly nerves. David knew full well that this was an important meeting that could determine the future of the advertising agency I worked for; I’d been managing this project for nearly as long as we’d been planning the wedding.


  It’s not a good sign when the hopes and future plans of the company rest on a woman who is desperately trying not to squirm and brush her hand against the crotch of her already soaking panties.


  “Good luck today,” said my boss as she entered the boardroom. “You don’t need to be nervous.”


  “Oh, I’m not nervous, Mrs. Sedgwick, not in the slightest, not at all,” I sputtered, as a particularly strong vibration coursed through my body. “I’m just trying to keep…keep my circulation up! Yes, that’s why I’m all hoppy today. Got to keep fit! It’s in keeping with the campaign.”


  “Right,” she said, straightening her glasses before turning toward our clients. “Good morning, ladies and gentlemen. And welcome to Mr. Defoe from Cambridge Athletics.”


  As Mrs. Sedgwick spoke, I tried my best to not turn around and flash the head of Cambridge Athletics with the wet spot on my skirt. Fuck, I really should have worn something darker and less conspicuous. I braced myself and started talking, trying to keep my voice level and not squeaky from the mounting arousal.


  “Cambridge Athletics is a young brand, and as you’ll see, my team and I have worked very hard to KEEP in touch with the TARGET! MARKET!”


  I took another deep breath before I started my slide presentation. This was going to be the longest hour of my life.


  “Well, you’ll be pleased to know that Cambridge Athletics hired us to do their campaign,” I said as I waddled into the kitchen that night, red-faced and throbbing with arousal. David turned his attention from the pots and pans to me, grinning.


  “I knew you could do it! Celebratory curry sound good?”


  “I don’t want a fucking curry, David. I want your cock inside me, because I feel like I might explode if you don’t make love to me right here, right now.”


  Despite briefly looking like he’d protest, David’s eyes glazed over with the sudden onset of lust. He dropped his spoon on the kitchen counter and strode toward me, pushing me up against the red brick wall in our kitchen. His beard prickled as his lips met mine.


  We kissed hungrily, messily, hands roving over bodies as if we were lovers who hadn’t seen each other in months. You could say we hadn’t—not like this. I pulled his shirt from his trousers and unbuttoned it with such ferocity, buttons came loose and clanked onto the floor.


  I felt gone, lost to a surge of delirium as David hiked my skirt up and pulled down my panties. I stepped out of them gratefully, glad to be freed and glad to feel his big fingers slipping between my plump lips.


  He made an admiring noise as two fingers circled around my clit, eliciting moans from me that made my knees buckle.


  “Such a lovely side effect of two inconspicuous love balls.”


  I felt tongue-tied, like I’d temporarily forgotten how to speak English. My body reverted to its basest functions, my pussy grinding itself against David’s nimble fingers and hand. When he withdrew them, I watched through the glaze of pent-up lust as he licked my juices off his fingertips. He was practically drenched with me.


  Then he grinned. I didn’t need anything more than his grin and the sight of that tongue. I unbuckled his belt and nearly attacked his trousers, revealing first boxers then—oh, halle-lujah—the sight of his erect cock, proudly jutting out from the thatch of curly hairs just below his belly.


  He pushed my legs apart with his knees, turning me around and wriggling to get me into the right position. He took his cock in his hands and guided it into me, my wet labia instantly coating it with my juices. A muffled gasp was followed by the relief of feeling him fill me so perfectly, unlike the love balls that had been taunting me all day. Speaking of those…


  “You took the love balls out, didn’t you?” he whispered into my ear.


  I chuckled. “I guess I wanted something a bit meatier inside me.”


  “Cheeky mare.”


  In a flash, one of his big hands smacked down on my ass. An electric, red-hot current sizzled through me, almost making me tip over the edge into my climax. My pussy clenched around him, making us both moan in turn. I gave over to him, laughing elatedly as his cock slid out and slammed back into me.


  One hand tangled in my wild red hair, pulling gently but firmly enough to make me shiver. The other snaked around to play with my swollen clit. My knuckles were nearly white from having to brace myself against the brickwork.


  David’s softness pressing against my back was a contrast to the sharp, hard movements his hips were making. His cock had me open wide, the tip of him brushing past my sensitive G-spot with every thrust.


  He let go of my hair and shifted his arm down to my breasts, relishing the feel of my pert nipples. It was crystal clear that I wasn’t going to last a very long time, but every muscle in my body seemed hell-bent on making this sensation last forever. This wasn’t easy to do, especially with the feeling of David being everywhere at once: playing with my nipples, driving his cock into me, frigging me toward the orgasm I’d been craving from him.


  And then he whispered in my ear, “I dare you to let go, Kat. Let go of everything. Come for me, baby. Come for me. Come.”


  The pressure on my clit and the pressure inside me, combined with his soft voice repeating that delirious mantra, made everything burst. My pussy, along with my body, clenched into an almighty roar, which echoed even in our spacious kitchen. I didn’t know how long it lasted; could have been seconds, could have been days.


  David continued his thrusts, manically in search of his own release. His sharp, sure movements became an erratic frenzy until I could feel his fingers digging into my hips, almost pulling me onto his pulsing cock as he emptied himself into me with a caveman roar.


  He slumped, taking me into his big arms as his cock twitched itself out still inside me. And my clit was still crying out for more. But the rest of my body felt spent.


  “David.” I slurred. “Food. Water.”


  He let out a long moan and hugged me tight. “No. I don’t want to let you go.”


  “The curry, David.”


  “I still don’t want to let you go. It’s been too long since…and all these dares, just making me want to ravish you more. I love you so much. Can’t believe I get to marry you.”


  As if I didn’t feel like I’d melted enough. “Two weeks. We mustn’t let stress get in the way of us again. I’m too fond of your naked body and your magnificent cock for that.”


  As we rearranged ourselves and sat down for dinner, cuddled up on the couch in front of the television, David’s face suddenly lit up, making him look like Hannibal from The A-Team whenever he had a plan.


  “I’ve just come up with the perfect dare.”


  The dinner was going just about as well as planned, in that Greg hadn’t offended anyone yet and the food was absolutely beautiful. To my surprise, I wasn’t feeling stressed at all. But that was mainly because David and I had been shagging like rabbits for the past two weeks. We hadn’t taken our hands off each other.


  My new husband’s hands, by coincidence, were snaking around my waist in a hug. “Are you holding up okay?” he said, kissing my neck and swaying me in time to the music.


  “Yeah, I’m good. I did meet a scary lady earlier on. Your side of the family, I think? Talks about blood a lot?”


  “Ah. You’ve met Aunty Bette then.”


  “I wish I hadn’t.”


  We watched the crowd for a few moments; friends and family uniting, dancing awkwardly and having fun. David and I exchanged a secret smile.


  “Are you ready to give your speech, my love?”


  “That depends. Are you ready to take the controls?”


  David slyly revealed a little remote, stashed away in his pocket. “Ready when you are.”


  “You better fucking ravish me later on. I’m going to need it.”


  “It’s our wedding night. I’m planning on a hell of a lot more than just ravishing you. You best be ready…”


  “Is that a dare?”


  “No. It’s a guarantee.”


  He winked, causing a happy flutter in my stomach. I was looking forward to married life already. If we could spend the rest of our lives naked and in bed, I wouldn’t object.


  But before that, I needed to make a speech. I strode to the stage, not yet anticipating David flipping the switch.


  “Thank you for coming, everyone. It means A LOT!”


  At the back of the room, David just winked at me.


  THE PROTOTYPE


  Malin James


  “What the hell is that?”


  “It’s a prototype,” Edward says, grinning like a kid.


  “For what?”


  I ask because the form and function of the thing in Edward’s hand remains unclear. For all intents and purposes, it looks like a beach ball that’s been shoved through a piece of three-quarter-inch plastic pipe. The pipe forms a sort of handle—I can tell because that’s where he’s holding it—while the uninflated ball flops out the other side, all strangled and primary colored. He has a bright-red bicycle pump clutched in his other hand.


  “It’s something I’m making. For you.”


  Edward smiles at me. His eyes, behind his glasses, are earnest and adorable. Edward invents things for fun. In real life, he does something abstract with currency markets, but in his dreams he has an underground lab and a henchman. At the moment, he’s wearing his eureka! face, which means he’s onto something.


  “That’s really sweet, babe,” I say, coming closer. “But I’m not sure what I’m going to do with a ball shoved through a tube.”


  “Ah,” he replies, “but it’s not just a ball shoved through a tube. Watch!”


  Edward holds out the contraption, which is, apparently, more than it seems, and rummages around in the “handle” before pulling out the ball’s valve. Then he attaches the bicycle pump. Cradling it like a baby, he lays the prototype on the counter and pumps the ball full of air. Once the ball is inflated, it sticks awkwardly out from the top of the plastic rod like a…like an I don’t know the hell what. Then he looks at me, triumphant. He’s so jazzed he’s nearly rocking on his heels. With a grin, he presents it to me like a bouquet.


  “See?”


  “Uh…yeah, babe. I see.”


  I reach out and accept it, holding it awkwardly, like an unsuspecting bridesmaid after the toss.


  “But what do I do with it?”


  Edward gives me the look he always gives me when he can’t believe I’m serious. Last time I got it, I’d confessed to not liking Queen.


  “Really, Jess. Think.”


  I give him what amounts to a very blank stare.


  “C’mon, babe,” he says, adjusting his glasses. (Edward’s really cute when he’s exasperated). “Use your imagination.”


  He stares at me meaningfully. I stare back. Then I notice the lusty glint in his eyes. Okay, I think, meeting his lusty glint with my own. That’s a quality hint. Clearly, its use isn’t purely academic. I study the prototype.


  The plastic handle is smooth, with rounded edges, and the ball is one of the pricier kinds that doesn’t have any seams. Still, it’s just a rod with a ball shoved through it—a ball that, when filled, bulges obscenely out from one end. I still don’t know what it’s supposed to do, but it sure could fill a girl…I gasp. Suddenly, it clicks.


  “Oh my god. Really?”


  I stare at my boyfriend. He grins.


  “Yeah. Wanna try it out?”


  The look on his face is all I need. My belly flutters, and I go syrupy inside.


  “Yeah. I really do.”


  “Good,” he says, taking the prototype back. “Then come to the bedroom with me.”


  Edward takes my hand and leads me down the hall. He’s looking at me with his sweet, hungry eyes and rubbing my palm with his thumb. When we finally reach the bedroom, he puts the prototype down and kisses me full on the mouth.


  “Sure you want to do this?”


  “Oh, you know me and science…” It’s a little hard to breathe with him nuzzling my skin.


  “Yeah,” he says, nipping my ear. “Now, take off your clothes.”


  I slip out of my shirt and bra, like a good little guinea pig. The room’s chilly, but when my nipples peak, it’s from arousal, not the cold. I unbuckle my belt and slide down my jeans, but when I go to slip off my panties, Edward pulls me close.


  “Here, let me.”


  Without taking his eyes off me, Edward slips his fingers into the waistband of my panties and slowly draws them down. Then he plants a kiss on my hip bone before tossing them aside.


  “Okay, Jess. Lie down. I want to see how wet you are.”


  He’s excited, but judging by his tone, which is more clinical than sexy-sexy, it’s the prototype that’s got him hot. Suddenly nervous, I lie down and watch him kick off his shoes (Edward never wears shoes on the bed). Then he gently parts my legs. They fall open, inviting, as he fingers my damp curls. I shiver again.


  “Cold?” he whispers.


  I shake my head.


  “Nervous?”


  “A little bit.”


  He nods, slicking his fingertips over my folds. I’m wetter than I should be, under the circumstances.


  “Don’t worry, Jess. I’ll take care of you. I know how you love to be filled.”


  Still fully dressed, he kneels between my legs and slowly licks up one side of my slit before licking down the other. I gasp and move my hips, but he holds me steady. Then he goes to work with his tongue.


  Let’s be clear. In addition to being good at doing abstract things with currencies, Edward has a brilliantly filthy mind, as evidenced by the gadget he’s about to use on me. He is also, I should say, incredibly good at licking my clit. Tiny circles, slow sucks, little whorls just beneath the hood. The man is a multitalented genius and I, lucky girl that I am, am in the middle of benefiting from not one, but two of my genius’s talents.


  He’s at me for less than two minutes when my breath catches and I start to moan. That’s when he raises his head.


  “How’re you doing, Jess? Feeling good?”


  He gives me a cheeky grin before pressing his lips to my cunt. I shudder and mewl a protest when he lifts himself away.


  “Hold that thought.”


  Before I can do more than whimper, Edward grabs the prototype and a bottle of lube. Working with scientific precision, he slicks the ball’s cheerful, tricolored surface, which is flaccid and crinkly and not sexy at all. In fact, nothing about it is sexy. It’s just kind of weird. I shift, trying to recapture the hum between my legs, but I’m starting to feel weird too. My boyfriend is going to stick a beach ball up my cooch. That’s just fucking weird.


  Determined not to blow the experiment, I focus on Edward instead, slicking away with a crease in his brow. He’s adorable, I think. The hum picks back up again. Finally, when the ball is dripping wet, he lays the prototype down on a towel.


  Working quickly, as if I’m a soufflé he’s afraid will fall, Edward pulls back on a little string at the top of the plastic tube, loading the handle with the ball…sort of like a tampon. Definitely weird. Then he attaches the bicycle pump to the valve of the ball, which is peeking out the bottom.


  “Okay, Jess,” he says, holding up the loaded tube. He looks like he should be wearing goggles and rubber gloves. “I’m going to insert this into you,” he says, jiggling the device. “It might be a little strange but it shouldn’t hurt. Just relax.”


  Yeah. Sure. I nod.


  Suddenly, Edward isn’t my boyfriend. He’s Einstein, or Tesla, or Edison…if any of those guys had bothered with sex toys. I breathe in slowly and exhale, trying to remember what my sister said about Lamaze, which is dumb because she had something coming out, and I’ve got something going in.


  Edward is gentle but firm as he guides the plastic tube in past my pussy lips. As nervous as I am, it slides into me easily, meeting with little resistance. (Edward the Inventor turns me on almost as much as Edward the Boyfriend). Then he twists the tube.


  “Okay, Jess. I’m going to deploy the ball now.”


  “Oh yeah, baby.”


  He grins sheepishly.


  “Sorry, babe. Almost there.”


  At this point, the haze of arousal that Edward’s tongue inspired has been destroyed by the strangeness of what’s happening between my legs. I give him a look. He pats my leg.


  “I promise. Almost there.”


  Suddenly, I feel the tube leave my body as Edward pulls it back, leaving the ball in place. Now that the ball is “deployed,” the tube is a handle again. This definitely feels weird. Not terrible, but not good. By now, I’m impatient, which Edward can probably sense. I’m about to tell him the prototype’s a dud when he takes the bicycle pump and begins to inflate the ball.


  I gasp. With each pump of air, the ball gets bigger—first the size of two fingers, then four, then the size of a small cock, then a large cock, then a large dildo, and then a fist, and all the while it’s conforming to my shape as it fills me. By the time Edward stops pumping, the ball has become the best, most tailored, most perfect fill—most perfect fuck, even—I have ever had.


  I’m panting as I stare at him with eyes that must be totally glazed. It feels so good that I’m afraid to move. It’s just sitting there inside me—pressing against my G-spot and all four walls at once—and I’m almost halfway there. The last thing I want to do is dislodge it. Edward watches me with his scientist look, taking in the sweat that’s beading my brow and my short, rapid breaths.


  “How’s that feel, Jess? Good?”


  I nod. He raises a brow. He’s enjoying the fact that I can’t answer.


  “Okay. Tell me how this feels…”


  Gently, Edward takes the prototype’s handle and turns it, very slightly. I moan as that bare hint of movement shoots straight through to my limbs.


  “Good. Now, how about this?”


  Slowly, slowly, Edward pulls the prototype out as my hips rise in protest. Then, just as slowly, he plunges it back in. Some sort of guttural sound drags itself out of my lungs as my back arches against this weird, perfect, glorious device. He pulls it out again, a bit farther this time, before thrusting it back in. Back and forth, back and forth. Each time, he takes it farther, makes it sweeter, as the contraption fills me like nothing I’ve ever felt. All around it, my muscles pulse and clutch. I’m breathing so hard that I’m afraid I might pass out.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/Images/pub.jpg





